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is time to return to the scenes through which I passed,
and by them to give a picture of the character of the
people. My father was never called "Mr. McCosh," but
" Carskeoch," after the farm on which he lived. After
his decease in 1820, I had to represent him and the
family at the marriages and funerals in the neighborhood.
I am able to testify to the great talent which the people
showed in their social intercourse, in discussions on all
subjects, human and divine, and in the humorous re-
marks, often very coarse, which they threw out. Burns
certainly had not the advantage of a refining education,
but he grew up among a people whose shrewdness stimu-
lated his native faculties into life. As I advanced from
"boyhood to manhood, I remember arguing with the
farmers and in the village shops over the most profound
subjects.1

1 " The experiences of Dr. McCosh's boyhood have left a clear stamp on
Ms memory, and in the familiar talk which at times interrupts the dignity
of a lecture or the solemnity of a sermon, frequently serve to point a moral.
One of the most humorous is very characteristic. On a certain day about
Iris eighth year, his mother was to make her regular visit to the near-
est market town. Her son was to enjoy the dignity of escorting her
as a reward for good "behavior. The drive was delightful, and the sense
of merit and importance grew stronger and stronger in the child's mind.
Arrived in the main street, the horses and carriage were sent to the inn
stables, and the shopping tour began. Before long the boy began to
suffer somewhat, as do most of his sex under similar circumstances. He
was stationed accordingly at the door of the shop with strict injunctions
to keep his hands off the tempting wares exhibited at his entrance by the
grocer. Before long a sweep with all his sooty armor spied in the door-
way the small but important figure, somewhat conscious of his first-best
clothes, and began a series of those insulting gestures with which street
gamins express disdain and sportive contempt. IFor a time the young
countryman forbore, but he had been "brought up on gude parritch,"
and could at last endure no more. He accordingly attacked and thor-
oughly thrashed the mocking sweep before his mother, attracted by the
gathering crowd, could interfere. What was his dismay when, instead of